CARMICHAELS
unselfish people is more than the sacrifice of a momentary
impulse. It is a betrayal of life to the Carmichaels. It is nothing
less than moral ruin to them and to ourselves. For Carmichaels
live upon the tenderness of others, as slugs live upon the most
tender shoots in the garden. Carmichaelism is an instinctive
thing, like the turning of a flower's face to the sun. The
Carmichael could not imagine himself or herself to be a
parasite, although hypochondria (the power to be miserable
about one's own misery) is not unknown to Carmichaels.
Carmichaels are not bullies or conscious hypocrites. They
are possessors of the unique gift, which gives them their
power, of making us feel remorseful, hideously selfish, hard,
brutal, callous, thoughtless, and disgusting. They are like
those aunts who sit in pain while a cheerful boy, at first noisy
and full of life, is frowned into abashed silence* They are
the cuckoos in die hedge-sparrow's nest. They are the moral
invalids of our day. They are death and destruction to our
peace of mind- They have no life without us; their tyranny
is inscrutable and incessant; and they strangle our happiness
and vitality as surely as any convolvulus strangles the self-
supporting flower around which it subtly entwines itself*
Woe to the Carmichaels I They are the enemies of the good.